NAZARETH

to him remained a performance given for foreign devils
by foreign devils.

The air of Peking was full of this combined contempt,
tolerance and curiosity ; an atmosphere that puzzled
me, for I was sure I had known something like it before.
. . . But where had it been, that great city, with an
utter lack of faith in anything, yet full of superstition,
abounding in temples, empty, except at the annual fairs,
full of decaying works of art and of crowded streets and
restaurants and theatres and shows of every kind, the
centre of an empire gone to seed ? Could it have been
Vienna that offered the parallel ? . . . No, not like this,
a different disintegration altogether. ... I sought to
recapture its identity, but for a long time it perplexed
and evaded me.

SIR OSBERT SITWELL, Escape With Mel (1939)

NAZARETH

AT last we were strong enough to leave for Nazareth.
We stayed in an inn there. As we were the only guests
we were well cared for.

I was truly enchanted by this upland village. Though
there are several modern religious buildings too conspicu-
ous on the hills, yet the inherent perfection of the place
remains. There is a grace about Nazareth not easy to
be matched. Its white-pink walls give it a shell-like
quality, and the houses cluster about the hillsides like
the mud nests of swallows. It was here that Jesus had
been brought up. I thought of this native, of this Jew,
whose name, by a swerve in the natural sequence of
cause and effect, has so bewitched our hearts. When
once we have rid our minds of all Church teaching,
how deeply we can be moved by the few authentic
utterances of this prophet, so sensitive, so stamped with
immortal simplicity 1 Churchmen can hold up their
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